

TbeTragecly of Othello 

Oth, We!I,thoudoertbeft. 

Lod. Sir, you (hall vnderftand what hath bcfalnc. 
Which, as I thinkc you know not : here is a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the {bine Roder’go; 

And here another; the one ot them imports 

The death of Cap to-, to be vndertookc — by Rodertgo , 

Oth. O villaine. 

Caf. Mott heatheni(li,and moft grofle. 

Lod. Now heres another difeontented paper, 

Found in his pocket too, and this it leemes, 

Rodertgo meant to haue lent this damned villaine, 

But that belike, Iago, in the nickc 
Came in,and fatisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious catieffe ! 

How came you Cafsio by ahandkercher. 

That was my wifes ? 

Caf, I found it in my chamber. 

And he himfelfe confcft it eucn now, 

Thac there he dropt it, for a fpcciall purpofc ; 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foole,foole,foole. 

Caf. There i s befidcs in Roderigees letter 
How he vpbraides Iago, that he made him, 

B -auc me vpon the watch, whereon it came , 

That I was cart; and cuen bat now he fpakc. 

After long T err.in g dead } Iago hurt him, 

Iago fet him on. . ' 

Lod. You mufl forfake this roonie,and go: With V*/ 
Your power and your command is taken off, 
h nd Cafsio rules in Cypres : ior this flaue, 

]f there be any cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him much,and hold him long, 

I t fhall be his : you fhall clofe prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your faulc be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two, 

I bau: done the State fome feruice,and they know’t ; 
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No more, of that : I pray you in your letter?, 

When you (hall thefe vnlucky deedcs relate, 
Speakcofthem as they arc; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fet downe ought in malice, then mutt you fpeake, 
Ofonc thatlou’d net wifely, but too well .* 

Ofone'not caf.ly iealous,but being w rought, 

Perplcxt iivthe exrrcame-; of one whofe hand. 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pcarlc away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe fubduad eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the. melting nioodc. 

Drops teares as fart as the Arabian trees. 

Their Hicdicinall gum ; fet you downe this. 

And fay befides, that in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and a T urlrand 7 nr ft, 

Beate a Venetian^nd traduc’d the State; 

I tooke bi’ch throate the circumcifcd dog, 

And fmote him thus. He ftabs himfelfe. 

Led. O bloody period. 

Gra. All that’s (poke is mard. 

Oth. I kift thee ere I kild thec,no way but this. 

Killing nay felfc,to die vpon-a kiffc. He diet. 

Caf. This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon. 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartanc dog. 

More tell then aiigui(b,hunger,or the Sea, 

Looke on the tragjcke lodging of this bed : 

This is thy worke,thc pbic&poifons fight, 

Fet it be hid : Gratiano , kcepc the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the foi tunes of the Moore* 

For they iuccecd to you, to you Lord Goucrnour, 
Remaincs the cenfureofthis hclhfh villaine. 

The time, the place,the torture : O infrree it, 

tJ ^ CVVi ^ ^ ra * tc aboord,and to the State, 
i his heauy a& with hcauy heart relate. 

Exeunt omnts. 


FIN/S, 


